SOUNDS LIKE HEAVEN 
on father's immatur--aa's block off the old chip 


Lance Arthur Hart 


stop at guardrail, they won't go ahead. Wouldn't 
get to laugh--their music drowns theirs out--his 
classical fades 


but after they frce him off road and into brush and weeds- - 
he can see them bouncing up and down to imitate hinm-- 
meek man bends accel arm by will , 
--sees minutely even to grease etc, baillng wire 
kills insulting Joads 
who shriek-glee and sing to their death and he 
knows they'll sing 
always: he knows and takes respon even in 
feroc concentraton--extra alive, extra detail: rest 
of life he'll sense everything 100x 


tho as child he explodes 
light bulb in hillybilly's father/s hand(after very sick) 
:polack bulb ! 
GE or Westinghouse:basement apt pitts--appalach valhalla: 
laterback fm tavern w lipstick: I'm a mountain man--this little 
girl there, she needs me like a daddy and I come all apart. to ma's sobs: 
Now it aint the end of the stupid world! Jesus Christ a man's 
gotta do somehting. Every day they tell him what a nothing shit 
he is. NOt worth shit. CRIES. His anger was fm fact that 
he cried and look to pop for something more--crying house 


real hillbilliles or taking cue fm movies.... he suspected latter 
funeral since father was hillbilly --faggot funeral --music 


that a car or little bitty bathtub 


I don't know. Never seen bathtub. 
insults tippytoe dancing funeral looks lot like that 
Audrey Heartburn 


He's good lookin as any damn woman around here! I'll tell 
you that. 


You got that straight. Now you don't ruin it and he might 
do somethng real nice for me. 

Real pretty clothes 

few teeth and stringy hair--look like parody 

Let's git him outa that there silly car and see what he can 
do to kinda make me not so damn lonely. 

SET YOUR HAIR MAYBE? Tell you how to decorate that there 
pigsty you whatchacallit, wallow in when you sleep. 

I know he sure wants to do something real nice, and he does 
thinks i"m prettier than you is. 
(sptis on hands,slicks hair) 

You just braggin cause you got teeth. 

I don;t care why I'm prettyier and that'sa fact. 


Aint no doubt. You two-uns could get married. Him and you. 


his: duelling banjos and they roar laughing and kepe repeating 
it andlaugh beyond all reason. 

Put us together and we that simple ass boy from that movie 
on the tv? 


Sheeee-it no! That boy, HE gotta I. Q. 

I do too...seven. 

I got nine. or did have. See, put us together and we're still 
a yard short. 

Besides we don't want you squealing like a pig. (xplain) 


Kills all the whatchcalllit, romance. 


the burst into song ea taking alternate lines, then 
rep song in in harmony so close it set 
his teeth on edge 


You wanted romance so you read your pretty books 
but you went ‘hind my back 
giving honkeytonk looks. 

In cleanin' and fixin you lost all the knack. 

In moonin' and dreaming you got what you lacked 
You read that love was a thief 
then you found my fist in your teeth. 


That there's x-rated for violence. 
but we's g rated cuase we is sweet. 


I wrote that one, for my first wife. 
You only done had the one. 
But I got a chance here. A pretty boy ‘ll do in a pinch. 
We's whatchcallit, Disney. 
that drn movie lodge at bfalls 


chance to quote songs 
break my heart again 
I know you will. 
--varia on ea wd 


@ok sugary pleeeeeeeeeeeze 

buh-reak my har har har har har t'igeh geh geh n' 
will a 

will 
will 
will 
will 
will 


9VdQa YD ® 


plunged into the well of masochist honey and that wd makes him th@@k 
it plugging up his mmouth and nose 


tho friends tolerate and even collect 


Kitty Wells, Hank Williams: he gets physically sick, and the 
so-called greats make him even sicker. 


he closes eyes and suffers genuinely and they@think it's exagg 
and imitate:then sing in parody in aedinoidal caterwauling 


he tries to keep anger down even as they practically apologize- - 
prob in raction to mad face he has been feeling changes to 
:don't mean nothing by it 

we're moun men: get drunk and sleep it off in the woods-- 


then wake up with third leg 
got one of them growing now 


too fast--is why your wife left. 

Youre wrong and you're right. I was making some lemonade and I 
asked her reach down into her heart and get me some fuckin ice. 
thing I looked up she was fuckin gone. 

bugged out likea bigassed bird. 


Don't give her no compliments. 


I told you slap her around every week or so. 


Next 


Yeah I come up short on that. My own fault--don't blame nobody else. 


tho childhood images of 
his power interfere: when he images accel arm he can't 


stop things--can see actual molecules like robin's eggs-- 
they move slowly in arc then whip 
they get wild-eyed when they sense what he's doing 


truck shakes still clutch down but their reacting and 
thrilled laughter throws foot 

off clutch and they jolt off hair straight back 

and singing 


gonna join that good ole rednecked boyyyyyyyy 

in the hellfire, Hattie-Jean, 

gonna lay the hammer down 

and destroy this old machine! 

I can't remember you to God. 

I can't remember you to God 

cause he aint waitn no more on me 

i got reservatins where they wanted me for years.. 


as he drives by he see woof flare way down 
visits veritable m shrine in his house to apol/ 
he knows fm weakness he'll never use power again- - 
same weak as in kid but times 1000 
bust shatters autonomously since hbilly music' ll-- 
he doesn't do but gets slo mo picture 
go on forever--but first in frags hattiejean, 
left, right etc. buts rocks in this phase 


then worst song poss to destroy it but first 
pre echo ev-ev-er --countless reps 


you said we's birds of a fea-eh-ther 
tight pals in all kinds of wea-eh-ther 
now you is gone 
my life's a yawn 
so's I'm gonna haunt you for-ev-ev-er. 


and now the Scurvy Brothers with! 
LOOK WHERE I'M LEFT FOR STANDING ON THE RIGHT SIDE OF YOU. 


come back honey and get the pot 
that's what you left me 
so that's what I got 


I got it 
and you got the lot 


I run out at night and I smashed all my toes 
I hope you look nice in my clothes 


I sure can't go to no bar 
since you didn't forget my new car 


I go out stark naked and howl at the moon 
Somebody better get somethin here soon 


sal army don't do no deliv-er-in 
my heart's settin up for a quiv-er-in 


my horse had gone lame 
I lost my good name 
and the Baptists won't look at my shame. 


So come on back here Honey and pick up the pot. 
That's what you left me and that's alls I got 


I might as well just have this nothin 
let alone have no more lovin 


‘cause you took everything and my good ole name 
and the Baptists won't let me explain. 
So I have to tell you bout my pain. 
Yes I just got you and you aint even about 
So figure that rotten one out. 
I can't figure this rotten thing out. 
An epic he exhaled. 


We's gonna let you got till we found out you're such 
a nasty queer. 


Nasty as catshit. 


realizes last song willhave endless verses 
and endless corn 


but interlude conversation: 


It was our@way 
nasty 


We'll grant you but it was the beer do@n a lot of the 
talkin and after alls said and done we still don't think you had 
the right 


I didn't I... 


You see, if you hadda moved near us like become the 
music teacher at the high school? we"d worked on your 
car for nothin and m@ved yo@@into y@house or 
anything. Why the one taught history or some 

such shit we saved him and his house in the flood 
and he was as 

queer as a three dollar bill 

You never got to know that sort of thing: 

how to make real friends and how they're always 
there...thick and thin., we don;'t care you'd never 
be a mountain man. What ';s ours is yours. Period. 
TRue, but could punishment be diff 


Fars we're concerned we say fuck it! We said let him go 

Hell we weren't no angels then or ever. But they said 

gotta be punishment and they@picked it. Hell, sounds like 
heaven to us! I mean besdes us you got Hank Williams, 

Kitty Wells Patsy Kline, Roy Achuff...lots of good ole bands and 
more fiddle player 

than anyhbody deserves. 


shock when you meet stereo 


